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Ave Domina Lilith Pitori Atro Var, I have seen it all. I have looked with my own eyes upon anti-life, and come back alive from the extinct. And what is Anti-Life, and why is Earth the only place in the universe it can be found, except angelicism01?

Everyone will read this in time. When I searched for Angels in Sodom and Gomorrah I found only one, which Albertine was painting. You’re on the streets of Paris in August, you’re young, nobody can see you, nobody knows where you are (they cannot see you), it is long before 9/11, it is long before Icedancer Intermission. The world is still gigantic.

Mirror upstairs in a dream. I don’t have an iPhone; I don’t believe in literature. Let’s open out. The wind and the air, they are inseparable. The sky and the colour blue, they are inseparable. The clones, they are ahead of the posters, and the posters, they are beyond the poets, and TikTok is beyond Substack, and space is behind TikTok, just as flicker is beyond filmicity, and just-if the word continues to cut it, to cut the difference, as a different science without origin, when before the shards of my life I stand and my writing.
		

Back on the empty streets of Paris in August, I slink to the Jardin du Luxembourg around midnight to play invisible chess / I’m in Studio Angel Novus (0 singleton set (unsetly)) mode with the reels of ‘INTER-NET’ wrapped round my ankles for memory like a Gustave Dore sketch of a butterfly groyper that will never exist / the gameplay is fantastic, what we want is

this extinction phase

to last

forever.

They say: ‘Check mate your move angelicism01 滲み出るエロス.’ They scream: ‘Like this auto-hetero-thanato-fiction so that we don’t go extinct alone.’

***

The pure space of all-goodness utters: Pure intelligence is totally non-reified and primoridally pure. Since there is no reification, not even the label ‘reification’ exists. Since ‘reification’ is not, there is no label ‘existence’ at all. Since there is no label ‘existence’, not even the label ‘specialised non-existence’ exists.  

Listening to the new Lana Del Rey, one hour into Justice League, Biden fell up the steps THREE TIMES, Civilization sold out but I already got my copy, Lily did her mix, my Claremont Institute Biden hatchet job came out the same weekend. Are the skin spies repurposed sex dolls? Quirked up: let it be translated by ‘Triebregung’, namely, ‘emoi pulsionnel’, ‘instinctual excitement’. Simply, ‘drive’.

If that’s true, then Mr. Anouilh was right to give us his little fascist Antigone. Extinctoquirphagic blissing. Welcome to our auto-hetero-thanato-extincto-fiction.

I want so much, more than anything, to be like heaven on heaven, like Bladee in the snow going, ‘the sky and the colour blue, I have lost my iPhone, they are inseparable’. No permission, no curse, no real contrition forever. At the greatest point of proximity between heaven and total extinction you relent, the only great password is, wait, ‘flip’.

God knows I didn’t mean any of that shit and he will repeat me at the heart of one-off extinction like the sky flower mind. ‘You’re prising open the jaws of heaven and total extinction’, I hear him say, ‘I forgive you.’ ‘You are the chosen one, like everyone.’

Before me stands the shards of my life . . . and my writing. Evolutionary hieroglyphics means we are the first ones not to have immortality to get where we’re going; in fact, we have no choice but to get there now, any other way. That’s what we have been staying up all night to say, we want to be repeated at the heart of a one-off takeoff.

Sleep makes u forget tf, almost to the point of forever. Where sleep begins to intersect with the inner sunset of one-off extinction, it’s natural you would wish to never sleep again.

I’ll sleep when I’m extinct, I hear you say, but not before, says the lockdown clock. How could low IQ Mark Fisher leave this planet so soon, when Icedancer Intermission hadn’t even been released?

		


The streets of Paris in August are now a sunset intermission, and we remain squarely within the problem of posts. In F. Scott Fitzgerald’s reading of John Keats’ ‘Ode to a Nightingale’ on an aluminium 78 in 1940, the best bits by far are the ad libs: ‘new love cannot live beyond tomorrow’, and, ‘beauty cannot live’.

Isn’t this what you and I are saying here?

While we are doing this again, we need to reread the section of Plato’s Symposium on the softness of beauty to understand the difference between going extinct now and going extinct forever, and what I am trying to decide in time is whether such a difference exists. I sinned to soften, and softened to concentrate on the memory of sin. Typing words that in time anyone can type in order to know what the coming mind will know and filter-to-field.

Imagine giving the real advice your mom gave you in a poem to the universe. I wish all my work, all my production, belonged to other others who had never existed and never will, but they own it nonetheless. Our problem is not immortality, it is the immortality of post-posterity posting.

Soph and Worm are the very short, very simple books James Joyce said he would write after Finnegans Wake. 150/5000: ‘When we are united, beyond time and space’, everything is better than my content, and better than all of you, my content provider, all of us.

Pos(i)ting, thesis, the thesis of self, the triumph of self-positing, of posting and self-posting, content and vibe, reflects and reflects itself as stupidity. Thank you for reading this and, by implication, completing the Drake Equation with a happy ending.

Here’s what Chainsaw Angel joked about:

you never had to write anything in the first place
you said from the end of writing
as if to the clone who no longer
had to learn this from the end to beginning to know

do you think people are trying to go beyond
their tastes like intellectual intuition
the universe is made to be made by us
by us its rise and fall is our duty

you never had to write anything in the first place
you said from the end of making
as if to be clone no longer remote
easy to know this from end to beginning to learn

The mirror of all-good utters: Pure intelligence is totally non-reified. Since there is no reification, not even the label ‘reification’ exists. Since ‘reification’ is not, there is no label ‘existence’. Since these are not, not even the label ‘specialised non-existence’.  

A voice says: ‘I’m sleeping 20 hours a day now, so that I can get concentrated, quenched, and Antigone up energy for the remaining 4 hours, where my Justice League quintology at? It be at a minute past midnight on the god clock.’

I’m the only one alive, because I was the first one to go extinct. Like Lana in the ‘White Dress’ video, I only get more and more beautiful.
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